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Men of the soil, we have labored unending. 
“e have fed the world upon the grain that we 
Now, with the star of the new day ascending, 


Happne as 
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tice throughout the land 


as God has planned -- 
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Giants of the earth, at last we rise to claim our own, 
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-S our right to reap where we have 
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in every 
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land where rings the harvest 
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to join the tillers’ might 
eat again 

through blood 


y throng, 
gained 


of men, 
sworn to right forever more the ancient w 
Men of the 


soil, we are coming in judgment 
“Oo tell the world till justice rules there is no 
fle in out strength are arising as prophets, 
“arching on to show thewerld the dawn that is to 
There's a lightning in the sky. 

There's a thunder shouting high. 

We shall never stop until the sons of men are free. 


COMIN! 
(Tune: 

f a worker join a worker 

or a mutual cause, 


Growers fuss, exploiters cuss, 
“nd find a thousand flaws. 
Every good cause has its t 
Face the foe like steel, 
Show you're made of solid 
Comin' through the fields. 


Growercrats 
For an 
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may join together 
1 entyerprise; 

farm workers join together, 
‘low the grower cries! 
Everybody organized. 
Let farm workers, 


too -- 
They have just as many rights 


‘s other people do, 


JUL 


THE BROTHERS 


upon this greenest 


yarate fields, I and ar 


There is a fruit of greater worth: 
When we together harvest, we shall know 
The land's rebirth -- 
I and my brother, 


Once on a weary plain we chanced to meet -- 
Two strangers there, I and another. 
We had no path for our uncertain feet. 
Together we explored the way; 
We built in common, andwe walk today 
A new-found street -- 
I and my brother, 


On this deep, everlasting earth we stand -- 
A multitude -- I and another. 
Although we toil and live upon one land, 
Silence and forget. 
we pause together, we shall yet 
Walk hand in hand -- 
I and my brother, 


Threughout the warring and the striving blind, 


Men always seek, as ages wind, 


A wider oneness and a larger sky. 
Within our two hearts there is curled 
This wider oneness and sky more kind 
Fer all the world -- 


+ 


My brether and I. 


I AM FAR FROM THE SOIL WHERE I WAS 
far 

Haoxfax I am/from the soil where I was born#, 

I think of my home land 

And my little field of corn 

Far and away. Like a windblowm leaf, 
windblown leaf, am I. I should like to cry 

Because of grief, 


Oh, land of the sun, 

I sigh for your sight, 

Now that so distant 

By gone without love, without light. 
and alone, like a windblown leaf. 

I cannot cry, but I should like to Gry: 

Because of grief, 


HOW BEAUTIFUL IS A CORNFIELD 
As we plant our seeds, we think, 
Hew beautiful is a cornfield! 
As we sew, we xhixk imagine tassled heads, 
ind we are joyful, andwe Sing. 


If the seeds begin to sprout, 
Aided-by the hand of God, 

Green fields from what we have sown 
Shall be the reward we are given. 


When the rain begins to fall 
there that is not elad? 
i to everyone 
food in the land 


Gold by itself has no value; 

We must have corn to live. 

Geld is only a means used by those 
Who grow nothing with their hands. 


Now the field begins to flower. 
The stalk is heavy with maize. 
Bearing the life of mankind -- 
The holiest thing on earth. 


low beautiful is a cornfield! 
Green plants with tassled heads, 


[his year, if Ged is willing, 
We shall have enough to eat, 
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- by John Handcox 


I don't want to be like the planter in my heart, in my heart. 
I don't want to be like the plenter in my heart. 

In my heart, 

In my heart , 
I don't want to be like the planter in my heart. 


i don't want to be like Deputy Peacher in my heart, in my heart, 
I don"t want to be like Deputy Peacher in my heart. 

In my heart , 

In my heart, 
i don't want to be like the Deputy Peacher in my heart. 


(Repeat, for Governor Futrell, Senator Robinson, etc. or whoever 
you want. Or leave out the ‘don't' and insert name of leader, of unid 
etc. as below 


I want to be like Gardner Jackson in my heart, in my heart. 
I went to be like Gardner Jackson in my heart. 

In my heart, 

In my heart, 
{ want to be like Gardner Jackson in my heart. 
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